Heaps of wealth e'er increasing
Countless crafts requiring skill.
This land shall have by thy Grace;
That the fame of its people shall
On earth everywhere spread.
Grant me the power, Kali to quell :
Mother ! Is there aught for thee impossible ?
Murk of falsehood covering the mind
Should from me flee for good.
Doubt shall disappear for ever And base fear be destroyed. Why beat about the bush ? May thy Grace s-ave me and make me The peer of Paartha and Kannan of yore. Mother, 1 pray to thee a myriad times, Make me Lord of the universe ! Hail Mother ! May thy Grace flourish ! Om Kaali ! Puissant Chamundi ! Mistress of Omkara ! Empress mine !erate.
